lowing week, or the week after and I thought they don't really mind, not even Fiona. I had been worried about Fiona, because she is always against me, no matter what I say or do. She hates me for loving Dr. Gabriel; no one else is allowed to love him, only she. Fiona is about 38; she has a slim, tense body and a narrow, defiant face. She leads a busy social life with her husband, so it is strange that Dr. Gabriel should he the core of her existence. But lately she has turned against him, and has become much easier and gayer and I thought: thank God, she has grown out of Dr.
Gabriel at last; thank God, she is almost cured. But suddenly today she is back where she was two years ago, when I first came here.
Tormented by jealousy She looks as though she were dying with grief. She is wringing her hands and moaning and sighing, and her face is distorted, but she is smartly dressed. Three weeks ago she looked attractive and lively, but now she is worn out with not having eaten or slept for days. And 
